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-A novella- 


Liam McTaggart 


When I'm cold 
I put a blanket on 


my baby 
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Killian bent her over. He hadn’t seen her from this angle 
except in pictures. He wanted to just look at her, but he became 
frustrated. Her asshole was an odd color. It wasn’t her fault of 
course, but he wondered whether it was even natural or more of a 


stain. Why was his mind there? Some thigh fat bunched near her 


crotch. Just start fucking her. 
This was the third time they'd 
A gotten together to fuck. Her 
pussy was nice, but he was used 
to it. He closed his eyes and 


thought about darker, puffier 


pussies, with bigger lips. If she had one of those at the moment, he 


wouldn’t even have to fuck her to cum. He could just smack it 


around like an ass. But as it was, he had to concentrate. She’d 


already cum a few times, so he was really 


going for it. And she was still having fun, 


based on her moans in the pillow, but not | 
just that. He could tell, so he felt alright just a 
pounding her. | 


He opened his eyes and looked back 


at her ass, the middle hidden again, like in 


the pictures. She should have just left her underwear on, and he 


could have pulled them to the side. She had great underwear. She 
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wasn't the type who would twerk for him. He grabbed her ass, 


smacked it and grabbed it again, before noticing that her cheek was 


a little wrinkly. She wasn’t old, she was younger than him, and he’d 
never noticed that before. She didn’t have any wrinkles; why would 
she have a few random lines right at the top of a full, fleshy area? He 
bent her back more to stick her ass out and hopefully fix it, but 
decided not to check before ramming her and finally just getting 
off. 

Her hair was always messed up afterwards, and when she 
cuddled him on his chest it was all he could see. She must use 
something that hardens in her hair like hairspray. He used to run 
his fingers through a couple times to try to fix her, but it didn’t work 
with casual fingers from this angle, and he might have been hurting 


her. 





He could probably leave after this story. She was really 


comfortable with him. And he probably preferred it over like a 


talking pair of tits as an alternative. Their joking often led 

into sex and made good foreplay. The build up to the first 

big kiss is as important as them starting to dry hump - as 
important as anything over the clothes, as important as Í 
her naked thighs clinging to his ears. The perfect ass is no 
substitute for chemistry. He tried not to think about that 

when he fantasized about certain people. If theyre too 

hot, they're probably a little braindead. 
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He got her to laugh, and he had stuff 


to do. Before he left, he thought he’d take 


CS advantage of the openness in the atmosphere 
of the room. He asked whether she thought 


it was weird to be a single dad. He mostly ignored sappy thoughts 
like that, but with her it didn’t matter. Of course, before an answer, 


she asked why, so it didn’t matter what she ended up saying. 
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The Mayans. Killian was trying to start reading this book. 
Starting from scratch with the Mayans. He knew nothing about 


them. Have a range of knowledge for later, and just for life. It was 


supposedly a good book. Actually maybe he ~ 
should masturbate; it had been a while since 
he masturbated. Not yet. Read a chapter. He 
could get some work done. No, that could 
start after the book. The internet would be 


better for this. Just write an article on 


something you know. But he didn’t know 


anything else. “How The Mayans Would Have Cured You”. Cute. 


Read. He skipped ahead for a section on medicine. How about 


“Depression - you're fine; toothache - youre fine...”? Not for this 
site, maybe one of the others. Probably not accurate. And everyone 
was just doing the Mayans; stop reading. 

He was probably going to get a son, he realized in sudden 


distress. Obviously he was. But if he got a ten year old son, what, he 


had to teach him 
how to be a man? 
Not his strong suit. 
eo He tripped weirdly 
the other day and 
caught himself. His 
forehead turned 


red while he passed 


someone who hated him for it. That'll be a good skill for his son to 
have - sucking. 

Maybe he'll teach the kid how to hold a grudge against a 
child. A month of flashbacks to being teased while trying to be in 
charge, sitting on his hands. He would totally have smacked him. 
That can’t be your instinct as a parent. His head was starting to feel 


hot. His whole job was about to be not smacking a child. He would 


never hit an adult. Did he not know how to communicate certain 
things any other way? Was he getting a kid or a dog? Jesus, don’t 
smack a dog either. These were just his thoughts. Call it off. 


Seriously, he wasn’t going to be a positive in anyone’s life. 


He needed this kid though. It had 
already been such a long process. 
It was good to think this way, 
really. The truly bad people don’t feel 
guilt or whatever. So he was on the right = 
path. Or he was already there. No, this 


was a starting point. Get into therapy. But he wasn’t an abuser. He 


just gets in his own head about it. He’d had to calm down enough 


times to know how to be a 
person. Everyone could use 
therapy. He was self aware 
enough. He didn’t need tricks 
that wouldn’t work, given by 
someone he was paying to 


pretend to be his interested 


friend. Or someone to say he was a sociopath or had anger issues. 


friend. Or someone to say he was a sociopath or had anger issues. 
They didn’t give kids to those people. The only important things he 
could say in a session are the things he wasn’t supposed to mention. 
Danger to himself and others. The kind that couldn’t do therapy 
but didn’t get stopped in a background check. Which was even 
worse. Not new thoughts. 

He paced because he was alone. He grunted and then let it 
turn into a couple hollers or yelps. Maybe he’d miss that perk 
when there was a kid around. It was literally relieving, but it was a 
stupid thing. 

He looked for someone to text. 


Alright, he could masturbate now. 
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He sat in the same room, with the same scratchy note taking 


partner. Its impossible that enough would be happening for her to 


take as many notes as she does. She was 
nice enough. She certainly wasn’t 
comforting, especially to a man who 
didn’t show his discomforts. 
That day it was that the young 
boy, who would enter in a second, by the 
name of Perry, was looking for a 
N protector. Maybe he was even resistant 
to it, but he needed one. Growing up is 


just learning how not to die. Dying is so 


easy when you're eight, and he had to be stronger than all of nature, 
stopping the boy’s own wishes at times - or, constantly. The word 
was that Perry is difficult to babysit, but he was to teach him how to 
drive and choose friends. 

Thankfully it was a dull ache. Something was always there. 

Perry came in, and Killian rose to greet him. He dropped 
letters in the first word he said, like he should have been wearing a 
leather jacket, and he knew this wouldn’t be good. He kept his hand 
on top in the handshake. Perry’s smile began to drop almost right 


away. 
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All the usual topics that an idiot could think of. Cool name, 


dude. Favorite subject in school - even though it was Summer. It 
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was starting to feel more like Summer in that room. It was never 
going to get better. He ruined this one. He looked at his partner and 
almost said it, but knew the same second he’d have to sweat 


through. 


It was defensive. They 
came in knowing the man in a 
the chair was desperate to 
make a connection. It was 
anything but casual to meet 
someone for this purpose. Can 
I be your dad. But it was 
beyond repair. It would be even 
worse if Perry ever decided to \ 


give him another chance. 


Perry literally put his head down. He wasn’t described as a 
shy child. He’d request an asterisk should be added that he doesn’t 
respond well to belittling. 

Perry didn’t have any questions for him. 


Scratchy took some notes. 


ll 
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Genevierve was walking her brother Zan to the store. It was 
nearby, and they went there too much. They couldn’t get their own 
place yet, so there was never room for a lot of milk, but Zan was at 


an age where he needed a lot. 


ON \ RV; 
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She pronounced the “r” in her name in her head. Which, 
doesn’t make a lot of sense, but that’s what she did. It wasn’t like 
Anne. It was just that no one else actually knew her name when they 


met her. It was cool to think the first thing learned about a person 
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could still carry a secret. She even confused machines; she had 
grown pretty proud of the red underline. It was like her very 
existence was baffling to some people, and just to the norm. She 


threw people off intentionally and unintentionally. 


Om 


e 
She held his 


hand in the parking 
lot. She held his hand 


whenever she could, i emme 
but in parking lots, it 
had become a rule. He’d scared her once before. 

She missed Zan’s blabbering when they were at the store. 
Too many people around. He was usually so proud of his sounds, 
and she knew his practice would pay off in no time. 

She let him walk a bit on his own in the store and matched 
his pace. He always stuck close, and she didn’t want to rush him 


because he would get tired. 


She fixed his shoes a few times on the way to the milk, 
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where she snapped her fingers browsing. She could snap really fast, 


and sometimes she did it out of 

/ habit. She let Zan see. He 
didn’t understand yet, but she 
was excited to teach him. 

2% - Zan didn’t like 
whole, but he drank enough of 
it so he was okay. 

She grabbed his hand 


again because she didn’t know 


exactly where they were going. They passed toddler shoes. Zan wore 


toddler sizes, so she 





peeked. She would ask Mrs. Lewis about shoe money, but probably a 


couple weeks longer in this pair. 


She had these jokes, which weren’t exactly pranks. They 


were a little weird, actually. She didn’t like normal jokes, but if 
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someone pulled a 
normal prank on her, 
she would make it fun 
on her end. Like if 
they rigged the faucet 
so it sprayed her, she 
would make a_ face 
and then slowly try it 
again and again and 
ask people what was 
wrong with it, 


stunned, amazed, 


while letting it malfunction on her. Hopefully the prankster would 


even get sick of her. 


She and Zan were going to meet a man soon, and this just 


popped into her head, and she had to do it. She felt a little bad 


because it cost money, but she didn’t buy many things. Zan’s things 
were covered by Mrs. Lewis. Maybe she could get a night job in the 


fall. She wouldn’t have time for school anyway. 


It seemed like she might 
have to carry Zan home. It 
was Okay though, she liked that 


sometimes. 
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Killian waited again and sanded his lip with his teeth. He 


didn’t know what to expect of the following meeting but had mainly 





positive thoughts. Not the least of which was relief. Her name, he’d 
been told, was Genevierve. 

He didn’t even register Scratchy. 

She was holding Zan preemptively when she entered, 
unsure if he was about to need it. It would be easier than picking 
him up a few steps in. The room was small. She was happy Killian 
didn’t look like her mom. Simultaneously, by the looks of him, her 


joke was going to work. 
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He didn’t expect her. He was bad at reading people though, 
so he was immediately on her defense as well. It was the same 
Genevierve who he’d been wondering about. She had already 
impressed him, so he would consider her impressive. She had a sun 
hat on, and he didn’t know how much it was of what he was seeing. 
He put a smile on. 

He made that face, so it was working. She almost smiled, 


but she was a pro. Everyone expected Zan. She was the proud hold 


up, making sure they’d got a good one. 





The hat was already leading the room. Since he wasn’t 
looking at her differently, he could probably poke fun. “That is a big 


hat.” 


She considered acting appalled, but he might actually get it. 
“Biggest one I could find.” 
His abs pulled him down into laughter. Okay, yes, he would 


take this one. 


He didn’t Know \ 
what to say for a little ae 
while, but he didn’t try 
very hard. With this girl, 
something would come (| bx ») 
up. “Yeah, I like 


Horror movies.” Horror 


movies? “What kind of horror movies do you like?” 

It was one of her favorite jokes she’d been wanting to use 
and weighed whether he was worth it. “The kind where kids sing 
normal songs in a creepy way.” 

He giggled. “Do you want to be one of those kids when you 
grow... when you stay a child?” 

She nodded, letting the hat wiggle. 

At sign out, he wrote her name. She hovered to help when 


he needed it. He didn’t know any better, so she could do him a favor. 


He used the “r”. Hed been saying her name right this whole time. 


She smiled. 
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She tried to get Zan out of the house as 
much as possible. It was boring and claustrophobic 
there. Her new roommate was farting up the room. 
And Zan didn’t understand books yet. A walk was 
always a nice compromise. 

She studied Zan’s stroller; he was getting too 
big for it. There was nothing to do about it, but she 
thought anyway, in case there was something she 


hadn’t seen yet. At least it was light. She would 





retire it when it fell apart some more. 
She brought about fifteen packs of fruit snacks and was 


handing one or two to Zan every few seconds while they walked, 


ll 


trying to get him to say “please” or “thank you”. But she would have 
settled for “more” or “eat”. She was saying it all to herself and mostly 


lost enthusiasm for it after a couple blocks. 


Ás 


Between Fruit snacks, with her other hand, while Zan 


SJ 
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chewed, Genevierve picked at a cut on her knuckle. It was still 
oozing and turning crusty and black around the edges. When you 
have a brother, you don’t always have time to get a bandaid or 


something. She was alright. 


They passed a couple, playing 
chess on their porch. She smiled at them. 
She had never really cared to learn how to 
play chess, herself. 

She thought about getting Killian 


a chessboard. He’d ask if she wanted to 





play, and she would say no thank you. It 


was good, but impractical. Maybe she would give him a coloring 


book from their house that had some pages started already, but she 
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would keep a straight face, or the smile when you know they'll like it. 
If he kept it, she would hug him. 

She forgot to keep giving Zan fruit snacks, and he was 
reaching. She stopped the stroller and gave him a handful from a 


new pack. 


ie 
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She grinned, watching him chomp at the ball of gummies in 
his hand, dropping a few on the sidewalk, and she remembered her 


mom once teaching Zan, as a joke, that it was naughty to eat. 
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He was getting / | 
them for a week, and 
he was happy. He 


twitched / \ 
a 2 
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in his armchair waiting for them, resisting staring at the door. 


lt 


He hadn’t really left the house in four days, getting their 


rooms set for them. Genevierve's was the bigger room, and Zan’s 


was the smaller one in the 

en ee middle. To the bigger room, he 
> added his own emptied out 
bedside table. There was a 

closet, but he thought she may 

want more space or separate 


space for a different type of 


possession. He also put a lock 


on her door, which he could break open in an emergency, but he 
assumed she'd like the privacy. Lastly, he had bought eight books 


from a salvage store that he had a loose idea she might enjoy. Adult 


books, classics. He hadn't read any of them 
before, but they may catch her attention and 
imagination. He stacked them on top of the 


little dresser at first, but eventually decided to 





scatter them in his living room, previously 


bookless. He didn't want it to be too obvious that he was eager to see 
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her learn. He didn’t know how to accomplish that anyway. She 
probably needed to do it on her own. 
He was embarrassed about the foldable kids’ bed in Zan’s 


room. Soon he would get something real. This was mostly a 





placeholder to get an idea of the room, and less intended even as a 
place for Zan to sleep. He would ask Genevierve when they arrived 
and maybe pick up a new bed that night and assemble it, maybe 
order pizza afterwards. He briefly wondered about the cost of the 
bed, but he didn’t care. He did not consider it a risky investment. 

He couldn’t even remember what he used to have in either 


room. 





She carried her brother 
up the steps, keeping her knees 
bent and leaning forward 
slightly. It felt weird knocking, 
but it would be the only time. 

He wanted to give them 
a detailed tour, but was trying 
to be cool. They sat in the living 
room, with a kids’ show on low 
volume. He had left a board 
game in sight just in case. 

She asked what they 


would do this week, just to 


talk. They eventually sat in a nice silence and watched 


Zan. When people hung out with her, they often watched 


Zan. He was also fun with people he was comfortable 


with, but she always enjoyed him burying his face in 


her shoulder. She found a clock on the wall to time 


when he would need lunch. 


He was happy they could 
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sit in silence, and he let it last a 


few beats before sharply getting up and retrieving several toys from 
Zan’s room. 
Killian did a great job finding these. A few in the same 


family were like puzzles and would keep his interest maneuvering 


and rattling 
them. She was 


able to get him 


| 
| > 
Ais to leave her lap 
and play in the 
No middle of the 


room. After 


a few minutes she slowly got up and snuck away, delicately letting 
him hang out with Killian alone. 

He pointed her to the bathroom, being careful not to move 
very much. Zan already seemed suspicious, so he just smiled and 
gently commented on the toy he was shaking. He had to pee too, but 


he would wait half an hour or so, to not appear weird. 
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He had ignored her sexy texts all week, but this time he was 
into it. He woke up to a picture of her taken in her mirror in which 


her panties seemed barely on, to his eyes. They bunched in the 


corner because of her raised knee. Like he could hear 

the soft friction against her skin, which even in a full 

shot was showing little goosebumps. Hiding behind her 

arm, he thought one of her breasts was starting to show 

the color of her areola. He wanted to lie her down and 

watch her rub her thighs together, squirming for him, 

sending a scent into the air. ? 
He saved the picture immediately and peeked y 


at it once while they ate breakfast. He barely ate all day, | | 


and speaking was a chore. He was mostly just thinking about his 
breathing, which didn’t feel fast, just loud, from the pressure on his 


chest. At its worst, his head pulsed, and his cheeks sweat. The 


smartest thing he thought all day was that he 
should have masturbated as soon as he got up, and 
Wy he did have time. 
a It couldn't lead to sex, but he had to say 
something pervy in response eventually. He wanted 


to, but his hands felt full. Genevierve and he liked 


a lot of the same movies, and were planning some marathons. 


By evening, after dinner, he needed to say he 


felt sick, or Genevierve probably would 
have worried. It unfortunately gave him 
the quiet to text. 


Something she would enjoy. His 





hand on her throat, controlling her but 


not tightening, and the swollen tip of his cock slipping around on 


her vulva. She invited him over. 
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He couldn’t leave right then, but he paced like he was going 
to. He could leave for medicine or to vaguely do a friend a favor. He 
would be gone an hour. Genevierve didn’t have a key. He would miss 


them. It’s neglectful, it’s illegal. 
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She seemed disappointed but competent. He would be back 
in twenty minutes, and they could actually do something. 

He hyperventilated in the car and punched his steering 
wheel, but he was already going. 

She slowly placed his dick on her tongue twice. She was too 
sexy at that moment for him to pretend she was good at teasing. On 
their sides, he lifted her knee and fucked her from behind. 

It was how he had usually performed anal sex. She wasn’t 
the right kind of girl for anal, and she probably didn’t want that 
either. A lot of people associate anal sex too much with shit. It rarely 


smelled or tasted like shit. It kind of had a variety of scents, usually 
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just smelling like genitals, but a little sharp. Every smell and taste 


during sex is excellent. He enjoyed the smell of his own genitals and 


ae even his own semen. One time he was having anal sex, 
he got a strong sense memory of new books, and he was 

loving it. 
He didn’t want anal at the time anyway. It was usually only 


enjoyable because he knew he was having anal. 


She must have shaved just before he 
arrived. If he dropped it, her pussy would have 
bounced with a satisfying sound. He stopped 
himself three times so that he could get her to 
the point of shivering before he made himself 


finish in her. 


He was suddenly hungry. 

He had been there too long, and she wanted to cuddle. He 
looked for more windows out than usual in her word spacing. He 
only randomly heard her. She laughed that he still couldn’t 
pronounce her name quite right. He didn’t think that was true, but 


didn’t really care. 
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He got mad at her for asking to spend the night, because he 
had to pace differently. He didn’t want to have to say no to spending 
the night. He would have to say something too now. 

He ranted about more of the issues with monogamy, as she 
watched him. “I have to go.” 

“T like you” was still hanging in the air on his way back. He 


forgot it was just something she said. 
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Killian had been tired the last few days, and she missed him. 
She was hanging out in her room between things, counting her 
money. Zan was already down for the night. She folded a one dollar 
bill and tucked it into her palm, like she’d seen before - concurrently 


thinking how unrealistic it was, and how she needed to do it as soon 


at 


as possible. She put the rest of her money away and headed for her 


door to go to the living room, ready to shake. She nearly giggled. 


Killian would not get it. He would think 
she was being childish, just mimicking 
television. He’d fein a smile, if anything 
because it wouldn’t work very well, and 
hand the dollar back. But she’d say, “No, 


that’s for you, dearie.” Wait no, she 


would use her twenty. He would feel way weirder about keeping it, 
and she would refuse to take it back. 
She entered the living room, focusing on her flimsy excuse 


to shake his hand. A little smile might add to it. 


Killian was 
grabbing his keys. She — 
startled him. 
“Hey, sorry. TI 
just be gone for like an 
hour, alright?” 
She waited a 


little while, but she had 
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retired the joke. She was alright with staying up late, but she was 
bored, and it was quiet. 

She actually went to bed early. It felt the same, but she could 
really sense that Killian was gone. That night it didn’t feel like she 
was getting a dad. It was like she got an apartment. And she wasn’t 


ready. 





10) 


The next day he received a picture of her completely under 


her covers from the neck down, presumably naked, holding a pair of 


TOR 
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panties in her teeth, grinning ‘til it closed her eyes. He knew better 
but still wondered if she'd somehow lit her set. It was dreamy. She 


looked really small in that bed. 


He replied with an 
honest snapshot of his erection 
trying to escape his boxers. It ) f — x 
was easier to take those pictures Á | 
in the morning, and he owed it 
to her, since he would not be | we a ~~ Sia 


seeing her that day. \ 


He was generally more 


focused as the day got going, and he was minimally proud of 
himself. Zan laughed at breakfast, and Killian’s eyes welled up. It 
was a beautiful laugh. 

A couple hours later, another text. She wanted to give him a 
lapdance. His stomach sank. He paced, but when he noticed himself, 
he apologized and ran to the bathroom. Just play with the kids for a 
while. Or make it a short video. 

He found one. A shy twenty-something. She started by 


saying she wouldn’t do anything, but she stuck around because it 
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was funny. She progressed a 
little, amused that the 
cameramen were so interested. 
It’s just a body. She missed the 


point where she started to get 





into it. Something about the 


camera was turning her on. It 


was really like the first moments of starting an affair. Every minute 
was illogical, and she stood against it, but she couldn’t help it. Her 
lust for herself and for the moment was too much. 


She was naked but not enough. He imagined more, and he 
came with her. It wasn’t a disabling orgasm. It was just relieving, 
just marked that he was done. He could think again. He composed 


himself while still cumming. The pulsing would stop in a second. He 


would actually just do the same 
thing next time. He didn’t know why | 
he hadn't, porn was the perfect TS ` 
substitute. It only took him five 
minutes, and he was back with 


Genevierve. Back to gawking at Zan. 


He hadn’t replied, and she texted again, saying she hadn’t 
been to his place in a while. But he wasn’t too upset, he knew it 


would have to end with her at some point. 
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He was hanging out with Genevierve, and he grabbed her 
butt. 

It wasn't very funny to her, but some jokes don't work, and 
she was ready to move on. 

He was sort of rough housing with her. He did try to grab it. 


He wasn't just grabbing blindly, but it could have been her leg or 


something, it didn’t matter. She got a little quiet afterwards, and he 
realized what he had done. 

Killian made a weird face, so she froze, almost worried. She 
didn’t know how to take his apologies. She didn’t really have a 
chance to respond. He didn’t mean anything by it. 

He was joking. It wasn’t even a sexual joke. She was trying 
to pick up after them, but he wanted to do it. 

She didn’t like talking about it. He was so upset. She was 
still saying it was okay, but she was getting quieter. And it was okay, 


he didn’t mean anything by it. 


He can’t just walk around with this 
stuff at the forefront of his thoughts. He 
wanted to protect her. It was his job. He 
didn’t mean anything by it, but he can’t be 
spanking her. 

She did have an idea of what he was 
going for, with the joke. She had never been 
apologized to like that before. Killian 


thought more than her mom. He seemed 





to have a few ideas in his head about the situation that he wasn’t 
articulating well, but she appreciated the thought. The world needs 
more thinkers. 

It was in a narrow doorway. He could picture the exact joke 
he was going for. He didn’t know if he could hug her yet. That was 
what scarring looked like. 


It was the opposite of his job or anything he wanted to do. 


12, 


The erections had stopped. 
Zan had been blabbering 
lately, and he knew he should feel m A 


honored. It was obviously very 
cute. The boy was beautiful. He got 
Zan up this morning before 
Genevierve heard him. He was / 


tired, but a kid can’t just sit there 
for an hour because he didn’t want 


to get up and help him. He 





probably made up three songs in the course of getting him dressed, 


which seemed to be doing the job. He hugged him as often as he 


could and had been trying to teach him to say Daddy. If Zan called 
him Daddy that would help, but he shouldn’t need help. The boy was 
beautiful. 

Genevierve was up soon, and he hugged her too before 
going to the bathroom for his shot. 

Pinch some fatty skin, stick it in. It didn’t hurt anymore, or 


he didn’t care. He didn’t really feel too weird about it, since it was 


only one shot, and two pills for the stomachaches. A handful of pills 
would have felt weirder. But he would eat a tire every morning for 
his kids. 

Tom had really stuck his neck out to get him this stuff. Tom 
felt weird, he could tell, but he didn’t care. He wasn’t going to try 
whatever the doctor would have said - therapy. Anxiety wasn’t the 


issue. Talking wouldn’t have cured him. 


KS 


Tom said to tell him if he had any side effects, but he 
couldn’t stop taking it either way. It would be better to die. So the 
hot flashes were easily worth it. They didn’t talk much anymore 
anyway. 

They were only bad when he was really worrying about 
something, and usually his worry was justified, so he didn’t care to 
solve it from that side either. 

He nearly cried walking past his bed to join them in the 
kitchen. 

He had to take them out to do something once a week at 


least until school started, and that day it sounded like a lot of work. 


13) 


Geneviere left for her first day of school after sitting with 
her for like forty-five minutes. She was nervous and looking for help. 
He knew basically what to do for her. They were pretty similar, or he 
could just get to that place. She deserved a good experience. He was 
very lucky to have her. 

He talked her into something subtler. They decided on a 


pocket protector, an old one of his actually, 
which he was able to laugh about with her. 
He gave her a hug. 
Zan would be asleep for a couple 
more hours, but he went and peeked. 


His room was already cold. He 





would need to get a storm window, or probably put Zan in with him 
for a while. Zan had a few blankets and probably didn’t feel it, but he 
still wanted to make sure. For his son. 

He crawled in next to him in the bed, cautiously, sharing the 
blankets, and thought about when he was Genevierve’s age. He 
never believed in a god, but in school he got into arguments as a 
proud atheist. Baseless, hateful, his victory grins. Just ignorant, and 


too excited. He was heating up. 


He couldnt think about how he was helping Zan or it would 
stop working. So he let himself get drowsy. Sweating, he slowly fell 
asleep, in hopes of dreaming more hatred for that twelve year old 


boy. 


14| 


Genevierve, Zan, and he were playing a game. It was 
basically hot potato, and they started playing by accident. Zan 
couldn’t really play games, but they passed the plush toy very 


enthusiastically, and he ecstatically joined in. 


Sometimes he did a fakeout, with which way he’d pass it, 


but he couldn’t do that too long or Zan would lose interest. 


Genevierve put on a show as well, but underneath, she may have 
been enjoying it just as much as her brother. He took a little pride in 
being the only one who was faking it. 

He paused to read a text. She missed his dick. It had 
probably been four months. He replied that it doesn’t work 
anymore. He looked back up at the children and made a smile. His 
family was working. 

She wanted to hang out as friends. He didn’t expect it, but 
people had grown used to him before. It would be their last time, 
and he could forget her completely. He would come home and enjoy 
movie night and ice cream with Genevierve. 


“A half hour,” he said, and hugged his daughter. 


\ 
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They sat rigidly on either end of her couch. She didn’t know 


1) 


he was being serious, and had to digest. She asked to touch it like 


she’d been thinking how to phrase it. 


It stuck together. He had barely even 
seen it lately. She played with it like it was all 
one part. She seemed to enjoy it but didn’t 
know what to do with it yet. 

He kissed her. She must not have 
thought he would kiss anymore. He still liked 


the taste. No makeup. 
He lay on top of her and felt her crotch. It was stuffed in 


panties, sneaking out the sides, wet, and warm. 
J It felt meaty that day. And it was unshaven, 
6 pubes just long enough not to be prickly. He 
scratched them. Her pelvic bone underneath 
acted opposite his finger to pinch her clit in 

between. 
He dug the arm of the couch into 


the arch of his foot. It tickled and sent an itch 


up the inside of his leg and to random parts of his body. 


Jl 


It was sexual, but he would never cum. 


So it was better. 
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